The Tragedy o/Othella 


Def I ray* Lord.* 

Oth. If you bethink? your felfe ofany crimes 
V nreconcil’tl as yet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftrai tc. 

Def Alas iny Lord.what may you meanc by that? 
Oth. Well doe ir,and be briefc, Twill walkc by, 

I would not kill thy vnprcpared fpirit, 

No,heauen fore- fend, I would not kill thy foulei 
Def. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I doc. 

Def Then heauen hauc mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,with altmy heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo; I hope you will not kill me. 
Oth. Hum. 


Def And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then, 

When your eyes roule fo : why I fhould fcarc,! know not, 
Since guiltinefle 1 knownotjbut yct lfecle I fcarc. 

Oth. Thinkc on thy finnes. 

Def They are loues I bearc to you. 

Oth . A nd for that thou dieft. 

Def. That death’s vnnaturalljthat kills for louiag^, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neathcr lip ? 

Some bloody pafiion (bakes your very frame, 

Thcfe are portents: but yet I hope 
They doc not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be Hill. 

Def. I will, fo, what’s the matter ? 

Oth. That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft t© Ctefsio. 

Def No, by my life and foule^ 

Send for the man and aske bim. 

Oth. Swcete foule take hecd,take heed ofperiury, , 
Thou art on thydeath-bed. 

Def. I,but not yet to die. 

Oth. Yes,prcfently: 

Therefore confeffe thee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath/ 
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rannwremou^not choke the ftrong conceit, 

Thl? I d®c gtoane withall : thou art to the. 

1 pV- then Lord hauc mercy on me. 

Oth . I fay Amen. 

tl with Cuch generall warranty of hraurn, 

A* I tn eht loue : I neuer gaue him token. 

Oth. By heauen I faw my handkercher tn his han , 

0 peviured woman, thou doeft ftone thy heart. 

And makdl me call/what 1 intend to doe, 

A murder, which I thought a Vacrihce, 

1 f av v the h3udbcrcher. 

Def. He found it then, 

\ a cucr gaue it him ,fcnd for him hither, 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. He has coufeft. 

Def. What, my Lord ? ' 

Oth. Thar he hath yds death, 

Def How,valawfully ? # 

Oth. I. 

Def He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is Hop’d, 

Honeft Iage hath tane order for’t. 

Def. My feare interprets then, — what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haires bin liwes* 

My great reuenge had ftomackc for ’em all. 

Def Alashcisbetraid,and Ivndone. 

Oth, O (trumpet, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def O bannifli mc,my Lord, but kill me not, 

O.k. Down* (irumpc*. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let meliue to night. 

Oth. Nay.anyouftriue. 

Def But halfe an heurc,but while I fay on* prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late* he fifties her. 

Def. O Lord,Lord, Lord. pmillia calls wthi». 
Mm. My Load, my Lord, what k©, my Lord, my Lord. 


